
The mo ft Lamentable Traced ie 

H :re [lands thefpring whomeyouhaue rtai.id with mud 
Toisgoodly fommer with your winter mm. 

You kild her huiband, and for chat vild fault, 
rwoofher brothers were condemnd to death. 

My hand cut off and made a merrieieft. 

Both hcrfwecre hands, hir tongue, and that more deare 
Than hands or tongue, herfpotlefle clialhtic, 

Inhumane traitors you conltraindandforfh 
What wou! d you (ay iff fhould let you ( peakej 
V iliaincs for lhamc you could not beg for grace. 

H irke wretches how I meane to matter you, 

Thisone h andyet is left to cut your throats, 

Whiles that Lauinia tweene her (tumps doth hold. 

The bafon that receaues your guiltie blood. 

You know your Mother meaucs to fcaft with me, 

And cal ics herfelfe Rcucngc and thinks me triad . 

Harke villoines I will grinde your bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it lie make a parte. 

And ofthc pa(fe a coflfen I will reare. 

And in ike two parties of your fliamefull heades. 

And bid that ftrumpetyour vnhallowed Dam, 
like to the earth fwallow her ownc increafe. 

Thisis the feaft thacl haue bidhertoo. 

And this the banket (he (hall furfet on, 

For worfe than Pht/omel/you vfde my daughter. 

And worfc than Urogne I will bercuengd. 

And nowprepareyourthroats,Lrf«i#/<* come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Let megoe grinde their bones to powder fin all. 

And with this hatefull liqueur temper it. 

And in that parte let their vile heades be bake, 
Co.nc,come,beeucrie oneofficius, 

T o make this banket which I with may proue 
More rterne and bloodie than the Centaurs feart, 

He cuts their throats. 

So now bring them in for lie play the Cooke* 
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And fee them rcadieagainft their Mothcrcomes, 

Exeunt* 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Got he s , 

Lucius, Vnckle cJMarcus, fince ti* my Fathers miflde 
That I repaire to Rome lam content. 

Got* And ours with thine, befall what Fortune will, 

L uci. Good Vnckle take you in this barberous Moore, 
This rauenous tiger.this accurfcd diueil. 

Let him rcceaue no fuflnatice, fetter him. 

Till lie be brought vnto the Empre(Tcface, 

For tertemonie of her foule proceedings. 

And fee the Am bulb ofour friends beftrong, 

I fearethc Emperourmeanes no goodto vs. 

Moore . Somediuell whifpercurfes in my care, 
prompt me that my tongue may vtter forth. 

The venemous niailiceofmyl'weljjng hart. 

Lycius. Avrny inhumane dogge viihallowedflaue. 

Sirs help our vnckle to conuay him in. 

The uumpets fhewe theEmpcrour is at hand. 

Sound Trumpets. Enter Emperour andEsnprcfe with Tri- 
bunes and others. 

King. What hath the firmament mofunnes than one? 
Lucius, What hoc tsit thee to cailthyfelfe a funne? 
Mar, RcmesEmpercurand Nephew break the Parle, 
5 hefe cjuarrels rr ufi be quietly debated, 

The feaft is ready which the careful! Tttus t 
Hath ordain de to an honorable end, 

For peace/or loue.,for league and good to Feme, 

Pleafc you therefore, draw nic and take your places. 
King . Marcus we will. 

T rumpets founding, Enter Titus like a ('coke 3 placing the 
dijhes, and Lauinranttba vatlccutr her face. 

Lusts* y Velccmcroy Lord, welcome dread Qll cerc » 

K z welcome 


